
He made a blufhing dcall of himfclfe. 

A nd chid his truanc youtii with fuch a graced 
Asifhe maftred there a double Ipirit 
Of teaching and oflearninginftantly : 

There did he paufe jbutlct me tell the world,’ 

Ifhe outliue the enure oftliis day, 

England did ncuer owe fo fweete a hope 
' So much mifconftured in his wantonnefle, 

Hor*Goofen,l thinkc thou art enamored 
On his follies ; neuer did I heare 
Of any prince fo wild a lib crtic ; 

But be he as he will,yet once c’rcnight, 

Iwillimbracc him witli a fouldiers arme. 

That he Ihalllhrinke vndcr my courtefie. 

Arme, arme With fpeed,and fellowes, fouldiers, friendes, 

B etter conhder what you haue to do. 

Then I that haue not wel the gift of tongue 
Can lift your blood vp with perfwafion. Enter a mefstnger, 
M y Lord, her c are letters for you* 

Hw,I can not read tliem now. 

O, Gentlemen, the time oflife is ihovt: 
Tolpendthatlhortncsbafely,werctoolong^ - 

Iflife did ride vpon a dials point, 

Still ending at the arriuall of an houre. 

And ifwc liucjWeliuetotreadonkings, 

3f die,braue death when princes die with vs. 

Now for our confcienccsjthe armes are faire, 

Whenthe intent of bearing them iviuft. Enter another^ 

‘ Mef. My Lord,prcpare,thc king comes on apace. 

Hot. I thankc him, that lie cuts me from my tale : 

For IprofelTc not talking, onely this, - - , ' 

Let each man doe his beft: and here draw 1 a Iword, 

Whole temper I intend to ftamc 

With die heft blood that I canmeet withall, 

In the adueiiture ofthis perilous day . 

Now eijperance Percy,and fet on, 

S ound all the lofcie mftruments^of war. 

And by that Muficke let vs all embrace, . Vt 
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of]ticttry wcfci^> ^ 

For hcauen to earth,'fomc of vs neuer fliall 

fo-^er,M*rmeiotheUtttlhthemtnurDoHgl^^^^^ 

Jto’wteisthyBan.c.th.tmbrf 

What honour doft tliou fcckc vpon my headf 
E)eng. Know then, m^amc is Douglas, 

And I doc haunt thee in the battcll thus, 

Bccaufefomctell me tliat thou artaking, 

£/«»/ . They tell thee true. i , i u 

Dow?. The Lord of Stafford dcerc to day hathboughc 

T hy bkenede, for in ftcad of dice, King Harry, 

This fword hath ende d hini,fo fhall it thee, 

VnlcflcthGu yccldtlieeasmy prifoner. 

B/nnt. 1 was notbornc a y ccldcr, diou proud Scot: 

And thou fhalt find a king that wiU-rcuengc 
Lord Staffords death. 

They fight, DoHg/as kihBlmtithe»e^^^^ , 

Hot. O Douglas, hadft thou fought at HolmedonthuSj 
IneucrhadtriumpiitvponaScot. 

-- Alsdonc,aKwon>hercbrcatUeslyMtheking, 

Where* ^ 

Hot. TliisjDouglas? no,I know this face full well, 

A gallant knight he was,his name was Blunt, 

Scinhlably furnifli’tlikcthc kingliiinfclf, 

Dong. Ahfoolcjgoc with thy Ibule whither it goes, 

A borrowed title halt thou bought too deare. 

Why didft thou tel me, thatthou wert aking * 

Hot. The king hath many marchingin his coates, 

Dong, Now by my fword, 1 will kiU afi his coates ; 

He murther ^ his wardrobe, piece by piece, 

Vntill/mcetc the king. H?*-. Vp,andaway» 

Our fouldiers ftand full faircly for the day . 

jilarme^Enterfnlftnlffefilns. , 

TM. Though I coiJd feape fhot-frcc atLondon,! fearc WiC 
fifOt herc^'hcre* s no fcoring but vpo the pate. Soft, who arc ) ou. 
fir Walter Blunt.ther’s honor for y ou,herc’sno vanity :I atn as 
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